100 THE CUTTING OF AN AGATE
delighting in setting things above one
another, Epic and Drama above Lyric and
so on, and not merely side by side. But
it is our instinct and not our intellect that
chooses. We can deliberately refashion
our characters, but not our painting or our
poetry. If our characters also were not
unconsciously refashioned so completely
by the unfolding of the logical energies
of Art, that even simple things have in
the end a new aspect in our eyes, the Arts
would not be among those things that
return for ever. The ballads that Bishop
Percy gathered returned in the Ancient
Mariner and the delight in the world of
old Greek sculptors sprang into a more
delicate loveliness in that archaistic head
of the young athlete down the long corridor
to your left hand as you go into the British
Museum. Civilisation too, will not that
also destroy where it has loved, until
it shall bring the simple and natural things
again and a new Argo with, all the gilding
on her bows sail out to find another Fleece ?
THE TRESSES OF THE HAIR
Hafiz cried to his beloved, " I made a